FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE
to her father, but nevertheless she felt his loss
deeply and accused herself of selfish neglect.
Selina Bracebridge, the friend of her Crimean
days, had been very close to her, and had been an
unfailing comfort in the years of trial*
For a time Florence was afflicted with the
depression that had so often overcome her in
youth. She was fifty-four when her father died,
and she could look back on a wonderful record of
beneficent and unremitting service. But now she
felt that others with her advantages and her
abilities would have succeeded better, and that
her total accomplishment was small. She accused
herself of having neglected God and relied too
much upon her own poor human efforts. Com-
bined with her self-reproach was a feding that
she had missed some of the greatest joys in life,
and she resented her loneliness. Princes and
princesses wrote to her and called at her home,
and her words were received with the respect
due to a great woman* But she wanted ofcber
things. Where were the friends to whom she
could turn for comfort and in whom she could
confide? To many people she seemed like a
highly efficient: machine, myf she had been, if not
content, at least resigned to be regarded as a
woman wfao was self-sufficient- Now she pu%ad
for sympathy, ami mourned that pot a soul in the
world realty loved her-
For the rest of her life such periods of dejection
became BOOTC and more frequent; but after roch
dark depression she was usually restored by the